BY  ORDER OF THE  SHAH

which these horses were reared, allowed but one drink a
day and sparse fare, ensured that the stock had stamina,
and was one which crossed well with others.

We passed the village of Shahabad, renowned for
beautiful women, and named Harounabad in honour of
the Caliph Haroun-ar-Rashid, who sojourned there. The
specimens of female beauty we saw did not make us feel
drawn to spend the rest of our lives there. They wore
big black turbans, fringes falling into their eyes and long
ends hanging behind, like those of Kurdish women. The
village had an air of new prosperity. Pretentious houses
gazed on an upstart petrol pump. We drew up with a
flourish, only to have our tank filled from a tin. The
complacency of Shahabad came from the new national
sugar factory at the gates, capable of producing four
hundred tons daily; and partly from the petrol depot a
few kilometres away.

"Look at me," the village seemed to say, "How
clever I am to triumph over my natural disabilities of remote
ignorance."

We passed a large man seated astride the quarters of
an exceedingly small donkey, his white shoes trailing in
the dust.

"As I ride on my ass
On the top of my ass,
A paradox strange you will find;"

murmured the D.P.,

"For the whole of my ass
Is on top of my ass,
While the rest of my ass is behind."

Donkey and bullock yoked to the same plough scratched
the fertile earth. Here and there the soft green of young
corn relieved an austere valley. Gnarled trees lifted tortuous
branches to the blue sky. Two small boys galloped bare-
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